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“ACROSS THE ALPS. 





A Railroad Ride Through the 
Mont Cenis Tunnel, 


THE GRAND ENTRANCE OF SAVOY 





A Model French Country-honse—Wad- 
ing Through Mud at Uriage— 
A Sunset in Italy. 


(From a Lady Correspondent of the Cogostcze.} 
Tort, August 18,1875. | 
“We are going to Saroy,’” said we one! 
fine morning to our fricnds in Paris, and 
we said it with a feeling of eelf-complacency 
mingled, I fear, with a tinge of eelf-conceit, 
as if—about to do something aside from 
_ the usual lire—wo were showing a litle 
originality and o great deal of good taste. 
1 “To Savoy?" ead « friend. whose kind- 
ness, refined taste and mental culture had 
made his society charming, “then by all 
meansetop at Criage—itisat the entranco 
of Savoy, the door of Paradise. Uriage isa 
valley whoso charms are inde<cribable, 60 
unique in character asto be incomparable. 
When the band of God ecooped out that 
lovely valley, at His divize touch eprang 
forth everywhere lifeand benaty; themoun- 
tains which sarroand it arean unbroken 
pictare of verdure, where vine, field and 
wooded hight rival each the other’s attrac- 
lions; there, far above your head the cattlo 
feed, and at your feet are springs of life and 
health, In tho valley, you remember, 
ad love more than ever, all your friends; 
on the hights you converse with God. When 
the disgrace of Sedan mantled my brow 
with a biceh of shame which would not 
tade: when derpercte and exbaustcd by 
fruitless labers in 1ny own humble sphere 
and no longer able to restrain my indigna- 
tion pgainst those who no more merited to, 
bear the name of Frenchmen, I sought the 
plateaus ef the Alps, it was only at’ 
tiage--where in solitude, day after day, 
from morn to night, I climbed the highest 
rummits as if there 1 might come nesrer to 
God—that I at last found the calm of which 
I had so much need, and the courage to 
again take up life’s duties and oarry tbhein to 
the end, Ey all socans, then, stop you at 
Uriage, and permit we to ofer vou for read~ 
ing there, some verses which the spirit of 
the scene inspired me to write. 
A MODEL FRENCH COUNTRY HOUSE. ' 


Thus wo bade adieu to beautiful Paris 
with much less regret than we could have 
done had our nnticipations been less en- 
thuzigstic, and oll the way on our two days 
jAttney wo felt thankfal thatthe plexeures 
of the traveler were ours. On the aliernoon 
ofthe second day, as we were congratala- 
ting earselves on the commencement of our 
mountain travel, o tempest arose; the 
thunder rolled—rolled—roticd—from moun- 
tain to mountain, end of course wo had to 
quote Byron, who bad told us all about i 
pnd one eothasiasm ase atalldampen: 

ug heavy shower, et wenrrived @ 
Unt 5. ind there’we slayed thtce “aa 
waiting in vain for the pouring rain to cease 
and the clouds to lift their impenctrablo 
vail from the mountains. We kad a large, 
dawnp «nd uncomfortaLio room on the 
ground fleor of a house, whose original pur- 
nose I am not eure of. F only know that 
the light entered only by a glasa door, out- 
sido of which were barn deors tbat we 
used to shut st night. On tho mantel-shelf 
was the fine French clock which you tnd 
everywhere in France—even in the most 
ordinary placus itis-howeser, never ran- 
ning, which alwass annoys me, and I hav: 
made itmy regular bavic M going up An 
down and ofck and forth through the 
country to vind up and regulate all the 
cluks 39 France, uutil { begin to be afraid 

being & sort of rival to Old Mortality. 
Besides the clock thero were an unpainted 
talle,a bed and twochairs, all at straggling 
distances from each other, and the boards 
of the floor lonked oghaet at the rotitary 
decrskin, which seemed to dwindle to the 
size ofa mouse. Twice a day wo 

WADED THROUGH MUD AND BAIN 
An eighth of a mile, to tho house where the 
table was sproad, and onco we ventured to 
to the baths—for Lriage is a watering-vlace 
famous for ita sulive rprings—and we 
thought we had never seen a better. since it 
watered all the time. From 4 o'clock each 
morning until nearly noon, evory halfpour 
a covered carriage stopped at our door, to 
convey veitors to tho baths, and we were 
awakened by the voice ef the driver shout- 
ing, * Eu voitare, pour letabblissement, en 
voitnre, pour les baine!”’ ns ifit were worth 
while to pay for beizg sonked in tbat place. 
Io vain we longed 10 sce those inspiring 
tunmits, thoto mountain walls in verdure 
clad where eur friend tod tasted of the 
healing plant; the monotonous eound of the 
rain was the only divine whisper we beard, 
and the persistent cloud shut out the 
beaven we longud for. Whatehould we do? 
There we were, arined and equipped with 
cur poetry furnished exnrez:ty for tho 
ovcagion, and no prospect of our cing avic 
to waake use of it for days or weeks to come, 
fur we found on inquiry, that the weather 
had been the same nearly all Summer: 
moreover, We were told by oneef the cucrts— 
whow we had cuinly tried to persuale frem 
her Lelief that the bowling of a dog was 3 
fatal prophecy, but who imost decidedly 
answered that it must be true, for the thing 
hed happened in ber hourc—thut 9 famous 
astrologer of Marseilles bad foretold that 
the sterm was te continue nincdays longer; 
alrealy we believed! in the attrofogcr, and, 
lest we should ert to believing in a cuod 
mony other things, we concluded te take 
our poetry and gu in search of some pluce 
where it would tit. 
CHAMPERY. 

A few boars by rail brouzht us to Cham- 
bery, which, thouch scen tor unsecu) mostly 
by night, made its own photograph in our 
mind. Gur hotel was built on the quay, 
the cnrringe-road only intervening between 
the river wall and the Louse, The river 
was the Laisse; swollen by tho recent rains, 
yet smooth for eo rapid a stream, its black 
Watersas they rushed by scemed almost to 
shout their music in our cars the whole 
pightlong. Early morning brought we to 
the wimlow, elinost astonished that with 
such awifluess the river had not run itself 
dry, but there it still was illustrating tbe 
old’ simile, as, gelf-absorbed, it bartened 
stith unslackened speed to the Falley be- 
yond. A week Inter, however, the black, 
noisy river bad shrink into a shallow, nar- 
raw stream, und had it been by the Laiszo 
that the classic sluezard laid himself cown 
to wait fur tho river to dry up tbat he 
might cross, be would not have been £0 
foolish after all, The notdistant neichbor- 
hood of the Mont Cenis tunnel ailured us 
from Chambery into Italy, It is with an 
uncertain fecling of timidi'y or awe that 
onventers upon bia first passage through 
the grand tunnel of the Alp. The engine 
labored slowly up the stcep acclivitys, and 
miserly views opened foto wonderfal val- 
lev: beyend and snow-clad hizhts above, 
rendcriug us specchless aa the train ulmost 
staggered op tho dizry path. At last we 
reached 



























TAR TUNNEL. 


As we entercd its darkness I took ona 
hasty, daylight glance around me. andas [ 
lookel at my opposite neighbor bis pres- 
ence inepired ne with more courage than 
that of my right-hand ncighbder: tur was 
not the former a Gne old priest whose pro- 
fession bespuke safe passage Iltrongh the 
decpest and darkest of tunnel+, yet who 
showed that he merited this world, too, by 
thecood nse he mate of it, fer did he'not 
lovinzly bold in his embracea goodly knap- 
sack from which protruded the necks of two 
well-filled. bottles: antdid I not recall to 
mrselfos [looked at him tbe story of the 
wise vitcin who took her oil with her? From 
the priest and his wine-bottles toy exe wan- 
dered toa uetice over his head, cautioning 
Passengers ogainst any ularm at any extlo- 
vion they might hear. as, the tuuncl being 
uniler repairs, tarpedors were placed on 
the track ta warn wurkmen of the ypproach 
of the train, ‘The rest of the passare 
spent in bracing my nerves against the ex- 
pected shuck, and was almost isep pointed 
at not hearing a single explosion. Wewere 
just twenty-three minutes in passing 
through tho tunnel, and the first Eve were 
lunger than ell the rest. ‘The Gest warning 
we had of having nearly corapletcd the 
pacsage was the sight of n red glowing far- 
nace throuch a semi-cireslar opening; im- 
wediatiy afterwanl we few by auutber 
furzsec, and then we knew—thongh the 
illusion was the saide in spite of sur knuw- 
ing—that those red-hot furnaces were but 
ottmnces af the sun-lichted earth. 
Fain ITALY. 


At Iast we emerced from the tunnel and 
looked for the first time in our lives on fair 
lisly beneath us. Jt wastld tako nnotber 
pon than nine to tell you of that wonderful 
tlescent of the Alns: we were wilkout words 
could but elzep each other's hands in 
titenee. Soon tunnel folluwed tannel. near 

togcther as it to keep cach otber in caun- 

ten:nce for daring to bo tunnels aller toc 
creat one we hal just leis sorctitnes they 
so nearly joined each other that we had but 

a short eli os we hurried over sume 

mountain torrent, foaming and leaping al- 

most perpendierlitly down, down, down, 
whither we could set tell; next we tremble 
as the yawning chartn beneath the bridge 
wo cross frowns und tbreatens with toe 
blackness of its immensnralite depths, And 
so for mans.o tile we rush through tunnel 
after tunnel, over chssin nfter chasm and 
mocntain torrent efter raountain torrent, 
till closing day Gods afar down the Italian 
Alpe. Ag we descend it is tbe hights above 
hs rather than the laughing ticlds betow that 
draw our cycs with icresistible power, vit 
was our first sunset in Italy; the mountains 
lifted their en. ws cars to salute tho retiring 
sun: the durk shadows slowly rose higher 
and higher, wll their giant forms rivaled 
the mountains in hight: the soft clouds 
hovered in gentlo beauty—half of earth and 
half of beaven—and when the ean, reluc- 
tantly and slowly, stooped and imprinted its 
final xood-night kiss on carth’s brow they 
blushed, and, blushing, hid in Fosgate 























beauty the now lonely mountain top. 
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